THE HOUSE OF LIFE                 Hi

SONNET VIII
PASSION AND WORSHIP

ONE flame-winged brought a white-winged harp-player

Even where my lady and I lay all alone ;

Saying :  l Behold, this minstrel is unknown ;
Bid him depart, for I am minstrel here :
Only my strains are to Love's dear ones dear.'

Then said I:   ' Through thine hautboy's rapturous
tone

Unto my lady still this harp makes moan,
And still she deems the cadence deep and clear.'

Then said my lady :  ' Thou art Passion of Love,
And this Love's Worship : both he plights to me.
Thy mastering music walks the sunlit sea :
But where wan water trembles in the grove
And the wan moon is all the light thereof,
This harp still makes my name its voluntary.'

SONNET IX
THE PORTRAIT

0 LORD of all compassionate control,
0 Love ! let this my lady's picture glow
Under my hand to praise her name, and show

Even of her inner self the perfect whole :

That he who seeks her beauty's furthest goal,
Beyond the light that the sweet glances throw
And refluent wave of the sweet smile, may know

The very sky and sea-line of her soul.

Lo ! it is done.   Above the long lithe throat
The mouth's mould testifies of voice and kiss,

The shadowed eyes remember and foresee.
Her face is made her shrine.   Let all men note
That in all years (0 Love, thy gift is this !)
They that would look on her must come to me.